CARL SPITTELER
I
N these days of journalistic exuberance one has
to be wary of the epithet" great". The candidates
for greatness have been so numberless and have passed
so relentlessly into the long silence, that it seems wiser
to leave the substance of the word unexpressed. But
if I venture to call Carl Spitteler one of the " great"
poets of our time, I do so with the justification that
for nearly a quarter of a century he has been regarded
as such by not a few cautious and reliable observers
of European poetry. For this Swiss poet is no new
man, but a poet whose career in the course of human
things cannot be far from its close. If Spittelef s
genius was little recognized outside Switzerland,
Germany and certain circles in France, before the
Swedish Academy conferred upon him the Nobel
prize in 1920, it was for reasons that only redound to
his credit. In all his long life he has never sought
popular favour; with genuine Swiss doggedness he
has gone his own way; he has flung his works at
the public with a defiant take-it-or-leave-it air, and
refused to abate one jot or tittle of his spiritual
independence to appease the many-headed monster.
Heis alonelypoetjperhaps the loneliest poet in Europe;
lonely not merely by temperament, but also by virtue
of a depth and obscurity which make him inaccessible
to those that would read as they run. His books were
regarded as enigmas when they appeared; they are
enigmas still, but enigmas which, I believe, are well
worth the effort of trying to read.
Carl Spitteler1 was born on April 24th, 1845, at
Liestal in Canton Basel-Land, where his father was
1 Almost all Spitteler's works are published by the firm of Diederichs
in Jena,   In German there are helpful studies on him by C. Meissner,

